When Will It Be Ok to Talk About Mental Illness? FROM THE EDITOR I just came from the funeral of a young woman.
Thirty-three years old. Wife, mother of 2 young children, a toddler and a new baby. When the story first broke, we were told she had a bee sting and was rushed to the ED where, we were told, "the At the funeral, standing room only as one might expect for someone whose life had just begun, friends from college, childhood friends, her siblings, her parents, and of course her husband, who looked suddenly so young. I had been at their wedding just 5 short years ago, and I recalled the glow on their faces at the prospect of a long healthy life filled with love and family and yes, children of their own. I can only imagine how lost and alone he must feel right now even in the midst of all these people.
As we gathered following the funeral, more pieces of the puzzle came together. In talking with 3 other people at the funeral, we all had heard a di erent story. Maybe there was a bee sting, maybe not. Maybe she went to the ED and maybe not.
But one thing that did come out that started to make more sense was that she had su ered from depression as well as an addiction to prescription painkillers. Opiates.
We talked about how if she had died from a heart attack we would have talked about that. It would have been said in the open without shame or hushed conversations. When will it be ok to talk about mental illness?
Another friend of mine spoke of her father's death when she was just one and a half years old.
She never knew what had happened. Neither her mother nor her 4 older siblings ever talked about it as she got older, and her mother eventually remarried so it was never brought up again. Until one day, she asked her aunt "What happened to my dad?" Her aunt, surprised that my friend didn't know, told her he had hung himself supposedly because of unrelenting back pain. Unfortunately, her brother had followed his dad to work that day after his mom, sensing something was wrong, sent him to check on him. Seems his routine was di erent that morning, causing her concern. My friend's brother, just 9 years old at the time, found his father hanging from the rafters. Dead.
We talked about how if she had died from a heart attack we would have talked about that. So on this day, at this funeral, we talked about why we can't talk about mental illness. It takes so many di erent forms. A former co-worker was in and out of the hospital with an eating disorder.
But her family always said it was a heart condition or some other thing, but never an eating disorder until one day it nearly killed her. And the truth came out and thank goodness she is now on her road to recovery.
But recovery can only happen when we name it. When we face it head on. Together as a community. It is said that 1 in 5 Americans deal with mental illness. And we know that people with diabetes are much more likely than the general population to have depression and 1 in 4 will experience diabetes distress. But most never talk about it.
It's not just lay people who don't talk about it. 
